An English traveller
Here another white-bearded old man came out, but with a
different welcome.
" Hosh ati, hosh ati, fair is your coming/' said he, and
covered first one eye and then the other with the fingers of
his hand in greeting.
His tent was roomy, but bare and cold, with no saddle-bags
or mattresses to furnish it. But his son bestirred himself to
build a fire in a new hearth hastily made by scraping a hole in
the middle of the floor: his old wife was smiling and friendly:
felt mats were found to sit on, and a handsome daughter sat
down with the flour-bag to bake the bread. The lieutenant
left us for another tent a little way up the slope, and an im-
mediate increase of cordiality followed the departure of the
police. Although I never saw any act of actual oppression, I
found this unpopularity so general over the Pusht-i-Kuh
that it is impossible not to suspect some justification for it
when there is no foreigner looking on.
We were so late that there was little talk in the manzil, and
I soon got into my sleeping-sack to get warm. Sheep or goats
were just outside, and the high lost cry of wolves came in the
night, with fearful raging and rushing of dogs. No one called
us, so I realized with some relief that the idea of night travel
had been abandoned. Next morning, indeed, there was no
sign of life from the tents above, and I decided to start on
ahead. We sat over our tea, our host drinking the first cup
as etiquette demands, and telling us at intervals how welcome
we were. He was charming and disinterested, for he would
take no money, but allowed me to give pocket-knives to his
two smaller sons. His tribe, he told me, follow the Kunjan
Cham in winter to the barren lands we had come through,
east of Zurbariyah. An Englishman came here to Afiab
to make maps, said he, about ten years ago: he travelled with
seven tents and a wife, and spent his days "measuring the

